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Redcoats 


Author's Notes: 

Well, this is different from my usual stuff, isn’t it? Here's the thing: | was thinking about how Mad Max and 
Tank Girl are set in the main country in this story. | thought it would be interesting to write an SC fic based 
on that realization and make it a little campy and humorous while | was at it. | was also inspired by a few 


Araki flicks while writing this. Well, I've typed enough here. | hope you enjoy the chapter! 


"Fuckin' hell." 
"What?" 


"To think that | could be home right now sippin’ a beer and watchin’ a good rugby game, but noooo. | have to 


wear this stupid costume and look after these spoon-bendin' shitteads on minimum wage.." 


Two average joes in hazmat suits were placing a unconscious boy on a pure white table, using automated steel 


cuffs to restrain his wrists and ankles. 


"Oh, quit your whining already. You're the one who signed up for this! Would you rather have been vaporized 
during the Nuclear Eve than be here?" 


"Yes!" 
"l'm starting to wish that you'd died, too. Come on, wanker, it's time for our lunch break" 


A few minutes after the volunteer workers left the small halogen-lit room, the boy was woken up by a 
throbbing headache that had gotten worse upon looking at the light above him. The place smelled like 
disinfectant and what he hoped wasn't blood. Despite this, he attempted to look at his surroundings through 
squinted eyes. 


Paperwork, strange machines and medical equipment were the only remotely interesting things he was able to 
spot. Looking down at his nude restrained body caused him to panic as he began to realize what kind of 
situation he was in. He was going to be experimented on, but he had no idea why it had to be him of all people. 


Trying to relax, he jogged his memory to try to remember who he was. 


After some time, he remembered a few facts. His name was Daniel Johns, he was I9 years old - at least, he 
thought he still was - , he was Australian and no one his age really liked him that much. He came to the 
conclusion that he was here because he was going to be disposed of like the waste that he thought he was. 


Dariel tried to wriggle himself out of his little prison, but he was swiftly stopped by an electric shock. Just 
then, he heard a shrill buzzing noise as the door opened. 


Ben lazily stuffed another potato chip in his mouth as his other hand was on the mouse, browsing different 
rooms of one of the labs he managed to hack into. Even though he had seen people in pain and even being 
tortured several times on such occasions, he almost choked on his food when he first saw Daniel writhing in 


pain, something about him was different compared to the other lab rats. 


With his long blonde hair and his sapphire eyes, he looked too otherworldly to be human. Shuffling through 
scattered documents and notes in his bunker, Ben realized that the boy was almost an identical match to the 
description of a Nordic alien. He then shrugged it off, concluding that this finally wasn't the case at all. No, 


there was another non-human race at work around here that wasn't the Nordics. 


Either way, he felt the compulsion to free Daniel, since he'd have the answers he was looking for. Sitting back 


down on his patchwork chair, his fingers got to work. 


The researchers jumped as Daniel's cuffs were suddenly deactivated. 


The head researcher yelled: "What the..? Hurry! Hold him down!" 


As a member of the team was about to lay a hand on the terrified blonde, he could feel a warm rush of 


blood spreading throughout his body before he exploded in a mess of flesh, bone and cartilage. 
Daniel was just as shocked as the rest of the team when he realized that this was his doing. He made a dash 
for the door as the other scientists were frozen in place; all but their leader, who looked on sternly as one of 


his guinea pigs was trying to leave its cage. 


The military couldn't possibly get anywhere at this rate. 


Not Another Story About A Boy And His Dog In A Post- 
Apocalyptic Wasteland 


Author's Notes: 
| aint got much to say here this time. All | can tell you is that | hope you enjoy the new chapter! 


Daniel had absolutely no idea where he was stumbling to, but all he knew was that he had to leave this place 
as soon as he could. As he unwillingly killed more scientists and volunteers with his newfound powers, he 
tumbled to the cold floor upon hearing a series of loud barks. The boy shut his eyes, warm tears streaming 


down his cheeks as he also tried to cope with another voice in his head 


[Please, Daniel, stop crying]] The mysterious voice within him pleaded. [You have to save me and get us out of 


herel] 
Dariel managed to choke out between sobs: "Who are you?" 


[Don't you remember me? Look, there's no time to chat. Meet me in the room with the barking; it's me! 


Hurry, pleasel] 


The blonde could have pondered this longer, but the lives of him and this apparently canine stranger who 
needed him were at stake. He took a deep breath and rushed back into the corridor, tripping his frail self into 
the kennel. 


Looking up, he witnessed rows upon rows of horribly deformed dogs, each one even grislier than the last. 
There was a pug with five legs and three eyes, a Doberman with what seemed to be another head beginning to 
grow independently from its existing one, half of a Shiba Inu, a Schnauzer with a tail bigger than its already 
long body.. 


Daniel looked away from the mutated animals slamming themselves into their cages as he tried to hold himself 
back from vomiting, but he was met with the stare of the chief scientist he saw earlier. If one were to look 
at his name tag, it would let them know that his name was Edmonds. The man pulled a taser from the pocket 


of his bloody lab coat, brandishing the weapon a few centimetres away from his escaped guinea pig's face. 


"There's no point in running away. If you care about our country's safety, you'd do best to stay here and let 


us continue our work with you." 
"What do you mean? What the hell are you talking about?" 


Listen to me, because | won't repeat this again in the future. These are procedures that require 


psychokinetics like yourself and these dogs in order to move on to our next course of action We have what 
we need, we know what we're doing and we know what the outcome of these procedures will be. What we're 
doing here aren't experiments. If they were, we wouldn't know what we'd be doing, wouldn't we?" 

"Look, stop being so vague and answer my--" 

A small black dog charged at Doctor Edmonds and roughly sunk its teeth into his right leg, blood rushing out 
of the large gash in spurts. It continued to tug at the twitching leg's muscular tissue as Daniel's bruised face 
suddenly lit up; even with the gory theatrics before him, he was happy to see his best friend. 

"Sweep, it's you! Come here, girl!" 

The dog abandoned the scientist's unconscious body and picked up his taser with its mouth. It excitedly ran to 
its owner and gave it to him, receiving loving scratches to its pulsating ears in return As a matter of fact, its 
entire body was pulsating, making Daniel recoil in disgust. 


[Gross, | know, but you're not any better. Look at your arm] 


He looked at his arms and saw that there were purple spots all over his left arm, the skin cracked and peeling 


in certain areas. 

[See? Those blasts didn't spare you, neither] 

"How are you doing that?" 

[Doing what? The telepathy thing? The blasts, idiot! Look, why don't you try it out with me?] 
Dariel tried his best to focus his thoughts on Sweep. 

[Don't force it, Danny. Just do it without thinking too hard, okay?] 

Taking a deep breath, he closed his eyes and cleared his mind. 

[Like this?] 

[There you go! We'll keep in touch like this from now on. Come on, let's find a way out of here] 


The boy and his dog ran out of the kennel, making sure to step on Edmonds‘ head on the way out. 


"Jesus, it sure took you gits a while to find the exit” 


Ben took a large swig of his can of beer as he turned away from his television to focus on the computer. 
Dariel and Sweep were standing in front of the gate like the idiots they were as they expected it to magically 
open for them. After entering a few commands and executing them, that's exactly what happened as they 
rushed outside, but not before they turned around to blow up a hazmat worker wielding a rifle. He couldn't 
help but giggle a little; he probably did nothing wrong, but he'd be damned if bodies exploding like fireworks with 
guts as the sparks didn't cheer him up on a bad day. 


"Well, that was fun. Time to go outside.. Great." 


The would-be hacker groaned as he paused his Genocyber tape and logged out of his computer. Tying his 
waist-length dark hair into a ponytail, he wore his backpack and gas mask, grabbed his bike and climbed up the 
rusted ladder leading to the twisted realm that most people liked to call the outdoors. 


Stretching in a more dramatic manner than most people would, Ben sat on his bicycle and started to pedal on 


the road, swerving between primitive buses being driven by understandably irate drivers. 


"Paul had better not fuck this up," the brunette thought to himself as he flipped off the other drivers honking 
at him. He was getting closer and closer to exposing the huge conspiracy that no one else seemed to care 


about. Oh, how he'll prove his detractors wrong with that boy and his dog.. 


Ticking Time Bomb 


Author's Notes: 
Slowly but surely, I'm getting into the groove of this story. I'm happy with this chapter, since it's finally 
setting up the tone | want the story to have. Hope you enjoy it as much as | enjoyed writing it! 


Daniel and Sweep were sitting by the edge of the road, quietly taking mental notes of what used to be an 
ordinary path from some town to another; the boy couldn't be bothered to figure out which towns those 
were, given that he was already having a hard time figuring out what the hell had happened here when he and 


his dog were away. 

The clouds reminded him of the lazy overcast afternoons he'd spend at home with his younger siblings, who 
were always amazed by the bubbles they'd blow together when the sun began to set. Those bubbles were 
transparent wonders, shifting between every color of the rainbow in the blink of an eye, before disappearing 
just as quickly. However, the thing was that these clouds were just like those bubbles, but absolutely nothing 
like the clouds outside the window during those days. They swirled around the cerulean sky like multicoloured 


snakes before fading away, only to reappear moments later in the same place. 


Dariel's focus shifted to his bad arm and he found himself wanting to gag for what felt like the thirtieth time 
that day. The skin didn't even match up to its usual pale tone anymore, drawing more on a rose or purple hue. 
Even his darkened nails looked like they wanted to drop to the ground and die. He had to stop picking at his 
scabs and bruises, they slowly oozed little red streams upon being scratched, which seemed to have drawn the 
attention of a thirsty gecko. Gritting his teeth, he pulled it from his rough skin and flung it away from him, 
the three-eyed creature landing on the dead hitchhiker that had been keeping the duo company. 

Three-eyed creature. 

A gecko with three eyes. 

A little gecko with three eyes that feeds on humans. 

The blonde turned to Sweep, his eyes widening. 

[Don't ask me! Do | look like | know anything about what's going on?] 

[Well, since you know telepathy, | was thinking that.] 


[You're expecting too much from me] 


The dog whined, moving towards its friend to rest on his bare thigh. This made her owner briefly shudder; at 


some point, you just don't notice that you're buck naked anymore. Its a good thing that the corpse wore 


clothes that fit him. 


Brushing off the maggots from the cloth, Daniel put on a tomato soup red shirt with a single white stripe, a 
soda can blue jacket and a pair of war tank green shorts. Unfortunately, the drifter wasn't wearing any 


footwear, so he'd have to brave the badlands barefoot for a bit. 

[What about his underwear?] 

Dariel physically cringed at the idea 

[Humars..don't do that] 

[Why not? It's like recycling, right? Isn't recycling a big deal for humans?] 
[Yeah, but-- Nol I.. Forget it, you wouldn't understand] 


Using all of his remaining energy, the teen got up and raised a mauve thumb in the air, harsh sunlight 
gleaming off his eyebrow piercing as he clutched a military-grade taser in his other hand. This might have 
been a triumphant moment for him, but he was still just a barefooted hitchhiker with a throbbing mutt and a 


decomposing drifter who would have most likely spat in his face if he were still alive. 


The gecko was still staring at the duo with its third eye when a rusty pick-up truck pulled over next to them. 


"And in other news, tensions are still high as Prime Minister Larson continues his interrogations to large 
powers such as the United States after the mysterious Nuclear Eve attack five months ago. The country is 
still in trying times, but nevertheless refuses help from the UN, let alone other countries. As Larson continues 
to finance research work within the Australian Army, there are suspicions of a blind retaliation from our part 
towards multiple nations in the hope of finding out the culprit of the assault. Details on this and more at 3. As 
requested by a loyal listener of ours, here's REM. with Orange Crush on." 


The driver, a pimply young man who couldn't be a day over 25, tapped his fingers on the wheel to the iconic 


opening drumbeat. "It's a damn miracle, ain't it?" 
Daniel, looking out the window, queried disinterestedly: "What is?" 


"The fact that after this big nuclear meltdown, some of these stations still have enough records to keep the 
music flowing without anybody bitching to them about not having enough variety?" 


"Wait, what?!" 


The pizza-faced boy worriedly itched his messy chestnut hair as he suddenly hit the brakes. 
"Whoa, whoa, what's wrong?" 

"What nuclear meltdown? What's the Nuclear Eve? The hell happened to Prime Minister Howard?" 
"You.? You don't.? But there's no way no one would know what happened! Unless. 


He began to study Daniel: long blond hair, bright blue eyes, pale skin, rashes on left arm, eyebrow piercing, 
small black pulsating dog.. 


"What the..? l-it's the Grenade! Wait, n-no! No, please! I'll do w-whatever you say! Please, | don't want to die!" 


Daniel panicked as he saw tears and snot roll down the driver's face. He was so carefree earlier, so why was 
he so scared of him all of a sudden? Did he know about the lab incident? 


Sweep, stressed, began to bark repeatedly. All of this was too much for the hitchhiker to handle as he shut 
his eyes and clutched his pet, trembling and sweating profusely. He could feel his headache getting worse 


when-- 


Splortch! 


Shit, | Should Have Stolen a Squeegee From the Lab While 
| Was At It 


Author's Notes: 
"This soon already," you ask? Yeah, bitch! Inspiration + free time = instant new chapter. This one's really a 


bridge chapter more than anything, but | hope you enjoy it anyway! 


The windshield, windows and dashboard were covered in large blots of blood. A little bit of pancreas and 
intestines were scattered around here and there, while bits of other organs ended up on Daniel and Sweep. The 
boy slowly opened his eyes, only to cradle his head in his bloody hands. He wasn't scared anymore, but he was 
disgusted with himself. 

[He was innocent.. He didn't deserve to die like this.. Why do | keep doing this to others?] 

Sweep licked his face in an attempt to comfort him. 

[Its not your fault, Danny--] 

"What do you mean, it isnt my fault?!" 

The dog whimpered, looking away from Daniel. 

"All those people who exploded when we ran away; whose fault do you think that is? Huh?" 

Silence. 

"Fucking answer me, you bitch!" 

The blond punched the dashboard with his bad hand, causing him to scream even louder as he recoiled in 
excruciating pain. He blankly stared at the roof of the car for a moment. He must have looked pathetic, 
bitching about something he couldn't control; to his dog, of all people. He took a deep breath, trying to calm 
himself down. 

‘lm sorry, girl. I'd never say anything like that to you, but | just don't know what to do anymore." 


[| know. | know that you didn't mean to do anything that happened today] 


[Sweep, don't] 


[You're a good person, Danny. If it weren't for you, I'd be dead even before that nuclear meltdown happened. 


Not just anyone would stop by a garbage bag full of puppies and rescue the only one that was barely alive] 
He took his dog in his arms and held it, gently rubbing its vibrating head. 

[Daniel.] 

"Yeah, girl?" 

[You're my best friend] 

"Ditto." 

Daniel moved to the driver's seat and put his hands on the wheel as he put his foot on the gas. 

[Do you know where we're going, Danny?] 

[No, but just look outside. All we can do now is go straight ahead] 


That's exactly what they did as Daniel finally felt some sense of serenity for the first time that day, bloody 


windshield and all. Luckily for them, there was a town coming up on the horizon. 


Ben groaned for what was a personal record-breaking two minutes as he laid on the couch. 


“Shut up," said Paul as he got up from his armchair to grab a beer from the fridge. "That psychokinetic kid 


you told me about should be here any time now." 

"You said that three hours ago, mate." 

"Well, that should be enough time for him to get to town, right?" 

"How's he supposed to know where to go?" 

"Don't worry, mate. | sent Tobin to go find him" 

"Tobin has no sense of direction," Ben said, dully channel surfing for something interesting. 

"Yeah, but he can get the job done." Paul cracked open a can, only to down it in less than ten seconds. 


"How the hell is he supposed to get the job done if he doesn't know where to go? Wait a minute, what the fuck 


are you doing?! You're gonna be operating on someone soon, you know!" 


"Christ, Ben, don't be such a kiljloy. The buzz should wear off before Tobin comes back with the guy" 
Knock! Knock! Knock! 
"Ah, fuck." 


"Well played, dropkick" 


What's Up, Mac? 


Author's Notes: 
This is a slightly longer chapter than the previous ones, you'll notice. This is because things are starting to 


pick up, so put on your helmets and strap yourselves in, my dudes! | sure hope you enjoy this one.. 


"Tobin!" 
"Yes, Doctor?!" A meek-sounding voice yelped from the other side of the steel door. 
"Secret knock," ordered Paul. 


After some angry barks and familiar screams, the next knocks on the door awkwardly followed the rhythm of 


the first ten seconds of Back in Black as Paul and Ben tried to nod their heads to the beat. 
"Little bitch's got no groove," remarked the hacker. "Thats disrespectful to AC/DC." 


The older man opened the door and saw his nervous assistant trying his best to silence a terrified young 
blonde. A little black dog that seemed to be throbbing to its own heartbeat was chewing the assistant's skinny 
calf. 


"P-please, Doctor! Help me!" 


Ben ran to the pantry, took out some beef jerky and tossed it at the door from the kitchen, the food knocking 
the star-shaped sunglasses off Tobin's face and pacifying Sweep once it landed on the "PISS OFF, JACKS" 


doormat. 
"My eyes!" 


"Come on, you wuss, get inside," said Paul as he patted Tobin on the back. "Ben, take care of this kid, won't 
you? I'll take care of Tobin and the dog." 


Dariel's panic heightened as he saw a strange looking boy cautiously walking towards him. He was wearing a gas 
mask, a black leather trench coat, a black t-shirt with a green Martian head on it, a pair of camo cargo pants, 
a pair of red gardening gloves and a pair of combat boots. The boy grabbed him by his good arm and dragged 
him to where he was sitting earlier. Daniel was soon met with hands poking his face, ruffling his hair and 


tugging at his eyebrow piercing; all while he was heavily breathing through his gas mask. 


"Who are you? What the hell do you want from me?!" 


Ben ignored the boy's questions, muttering to himself: "Holy shit.. It's really him.. A bonafide unfiltered 
psychokinetic..” 


Just as he grabbed the blonde's shoulders to hold him, they both heard screaming from elsewhere in the 


house. 
"Doctor, what are you doing?!" 


"Relax your flat tits, Tobin," reassured Paul. "If you want to be a good doctor like me someday in this shithole, 
you have to know that alcohol is one of the best disinfectants out there." 


"So you're saying that pouring vodka down my leg is the best way to treat my bite marks?" 

"You bet your arse, kid! You owe me a new bottle, though, you shithead”" 

Daniel couldn't help but giggle along with Ben's chuckling, which made him feel a little better about being 
abducted from a stranger's car. The hacker got up to close the blinds in the tiny building while Sweep ran to 
the couch to jump on its owner's lap. 

[| don't know about these guys, Danny..] 

[What do you mean?] 

[Aren't these people shady?] 


[| mean, they look shady, but they also seem harmless] 


[You're telling me that the apocalypse-ready school shooter over there, the meathead with the Ozzy Osbourne 
sunglasses and the lanky nerd with a Jewfro and a crippling fear of the outdoors seem harmless?] 


[Yeah] 

(Well, they do have good jerky around here] 

[There you gol] 

Suddenly, the house was bathed in an orange light; not unlike the one he saw when he woke up in the lab. He 
froze in fear as he saw the events of the day flash before his eyes. Luckily, Tobin bumping his big toe on the 
corner of the ottoman near Daniel brought the latter back to reality with a giggle and a snort. The other two 


were also in front of him. 


Paul, now wearing a lab coat with copper red stains all over it, sat next to Daniel. 


"Well, | guess it's time to tell you whats going on, right?" 

"Can you at least tell me who you all are?" 

"lll start," said the trench coat clad fellow. He took off his gas mask, revealing a semi-handsome face with 
thick brown eyebrows, small dark brown eyes, a slightly round nose and thin hot pink lips; he licked the latter 
very briefly, but that action didn't go unnoticed by Daniel. 


"What are you licking your lips for?" 


"My lips are dry, you pervert,” said Ben. "You try wearing a PMG-2 for a couple of hours without getting dry 
lips!" 


He smiled for a moment, making Daniel blush and shift awkwardly in his seat as he watched the strange man 
turn around to untie his hair; a majestic dark chocolate waterfall (it obviously wasn't water, though) cascaded 
down his shoulders to the middle of his back. 

"Enjoying the view, mate?" 

"W-What?" Daniel was surprised at how raspy his voice had gotten. 


"Come on, Ben, that's enough. Just tell him who you are, already.” 


"Don't pressure me, arsehole! | was getting there. Anyways, I'm Ben. You don't know a lot about me, Daniel, but 


| know a lot about you.” 


Sensing the blonde's discomfort, he clarified his statement to him: "Don't worry, mate, l'm not gonna hurt you 


or anything. Unless you want me to, that is." 

"Benl" It was Tobin's time to step up to the shorter man 
"Shut up, Tobin" 

"Okay. 


"Well, I'm the one who freed you and your little throbbing friend over there from the lab you were trapped 


in" 
"Little throbbing friend?" 


"Your dog, you git! Christ, you're a real freak, aren't you?" 


Dariel looked away, feeling a little hurt by being called a freak; it was a name that he was used to being 


labelled with, but it bothered him more than usual, the word coming from the mouth of this eccentric 


stranger who intrigued him. 

" Whats its name, anyway?" 

[im a girl, you piece of shit] 

"Um, her name's Sweep." 

"Sian alright name for it, | suppose” 

Sweep growled, causing Daniel to comfort her with light head scratches. 
[| don't think he heard you, girl.] 

[No shit, gumshoe] 


"So, what do you remember about yourself? Given what happened to you, I'm sure you don't remember too 
much..." 


"Well, | remember my name, at least." 
"Not bad. What else?" 

"Im from Newcastle." 

"Nice, me too!" 


Now that Daniel thought about it, Ben did seem a little familiar at first glance.. Then again, it was a fairly large 


city, so he could have been mistaking him for someone else. 
The brunette continued his inquiry: "So, what else?" 

lim nineteen" 

"Twenty-one, Daniel.” 


"What?!" 


"You've been out cold for five months, mate. Your twenty-first birthday was last month, going by the files | 
found about you. Wait, how the hell did you forget that you were twenty before the Nuclear Eve?" 


"Wait a minute! What happened here?" 


Paul knocked on the wall to get the two's attention 

"Come on, boys, we've got work to do! You'll talk after the operation, alright?" 
Dariel nearly jumped out of the couch upon hearing what he said 

"Operation? What, you're gonna be operating on me?!" 


"Damn straight, kid. Follow me, boys!" 


The quintet made their way to a plain looking room with nothing but a large wooden table in the middle and a 


couple of briefcases in the corner. 

"Sit down, Dan" 

[Im scared, Sweep..] 

[Ill try to help if anything goes wrong, okay? | can't guarantee anything, though..] 
Baia 


"Well, kid, you can call me Doctor Mac. That sorry sack of shite over there with the frizzy hair and the lanky 


body's my protege, Tobin. He's gonna be a great doctor like me some day." 

"Excuse me, sir." 

"What? And don't call me ‘sir’, it makes me feel old." 

"Are those blood stains on your coat?" 

"Nah, mate! They're tomato soup stains. See? They're the same color as your shirt 


"How am | supposed to trust a street doctor with blood stains on his coat? Hell, how am | supposed to trust a 
fucking street doctor?" 


"Hey! Don't call me that, neither. At least I'm not like most of the shady motherfuckers in lab coats in this 
country. Working in their labs, dissecting psychokinetics and storing their power." 


"Psychokinetics?" 


"Yep. That's what you are. An unfiltered one, in fact, but that's not what Ben wants. He wants The Grenade 
himself as a filtered psychokinetic and that's what we're going to change about you today. 


‘Operating on a helpless, terrified person with powers beyond his control.. That's what Ben wants? What makes 


him so different from the scientists he was freeing me from, then?" 


He looked at Ben; he was gazing at the evening sky through the window, trying to ignore the tense situation 
This was his fault, though, so why was he looking away? 


"Ben, the hell are you doing?" 

Silence. 

"Look at me, fucker!" 

[Daniell] 

"Dan, relax!" 

"No! No! Get me out of here!" 

"Tobin, help me out here!" 

Paul's assistant ran towards Daniel to help his senior restrain him. 
"Let go of me! Get the fuck away from me!" 

"Quick, fetch me solution #88 and a clean syringe!" 


Daniel was trapped in the large man's arms as Tobin sprinted to one of the briefcase, rapidly finding what 
Doctor Mac needed and giving it to him. Sweep barked repeatedly, trying to protect her owner. 


"Get the muzzle and take care of the dog," ordered Paul in a stern tone. "I'll take care of the UP!" 


Everything after that happened in a blur, including Daniel losing consciousness; the last thing he saw before he 


fainted was Ben calmly leaving the room. 


The Real Thing 


Author's Notes: 

Well, if the description didn't scare you away, welcome to the gross-out aspect of The Innocent Dropkicks! This 
isn't the last time that you're gonna witness this kind of stuff, so if ever you feel queasy reading body horror 
and other stuff that wouldn't be out of place in a splatterpunk story, then you should probably stop reading 
TID. It's not always gonna be there, but this kind of thing will pop up from time to time. Well, with that out of 
the way, | hope you enjoy the new chapter, my dudes! 


Ben was lying down on the couch, watching some cutesy children's cartoon that he couldn't have cared any 
less for. As much as he loved his country, he couldn't stand what he felt was unnecessary censorship of all 
aspects of life. It frustrated him that he couldn't rent a good porno (let alone any porno; most video stores 
didn't stock XXX films), but he wasn't picky. It did get tiring, however, to always have to depend on his dad's old 
magazines (the girls were too hairy), wait five minutes for a dirty picture to load on his computer (the girls 


were too low-res) and peep in just about any window (the girls were too trigger-happy). 


Violence, however? That's where things went too far for him. In a country where anything and anyone could kill 
people without bothering to clean up the mess (a country founded by British miscreants, no less), he didn't see 
the need to ban movies and video games in which people suffered tamer deaths than what he saw on a daily 
basis. Luckily, a Japanese contact of his (that he met in a chatroom about gory B-movies) hooked him up 
monthly with all kinds of filthy and depraved tapes of sex and gore; all for the price of $50. At least riding his 
bike to the seedy pier every month was worth it to have some good entertainment. Now that he thought 
about it, April's tapes were late by a month.. He knew that Wataru could be pretty lazy with his VHS 


deliveries, but this was straight up unacceptable! 


Ben's soapbox reflections were interrupted by an SUV-sized ant tapping on the nearest window with its 
mandibles. Smiling, he walked towards the purple creature and gently rubbed its long feelers, inciting it to 
nuzzle against his hand. In a city where every survivor hated his guts for being the local alarmist, he was 
happy that these insects weren't judgmental of him. As long as he didn't hurt them, they didn't mind his 
presence. Ben was a misanthropist, no doubt, but he was no animal abuser. The brunette dug around his trench 


coat for some food and managed to present the five-eyed bug with a frozen sugar water treat. 

"Come here, mate," he coved. "I know how much your kind loves this stuff." 

Tending to the bug helped to distract him from the conversation in the other room concerning Daniel. 
Something about the dangers of smoking while doing surgery, a missing heart, a cockroach lodged in his veins, 


"Dear God, Doc, what the fuck is going on with his arm?!"-- 


Well, that was new. 


"Listen, buddy, I'll be right back." 


The ant chirped sadly as Ben ran to the makeshift emergency room, its smaller three red eyes on its forehead 
glowing to indicate its frustration. A long, neon green tongue swiped rapidly across its mandibles as it left the 


window. 


Ben entered the room to see Tobin hiding behind his superior, who was also quite alarmed by what was 


happening. The situation fascinated but somewhat frightened him. 

Daniel's diseased arm was on the floor, rotting at breakneck speed. As for the large wound the amputation left 
on him, the bone was slowly growing back into the shape of an ordinary arm, the flesh twisting and thickening 
around it as the latter split and grew back into phalanges, nail cartilage and the like. Blood dripped off of the 
work in progress that was his regenerating arm as the incision on his chest healed itself. One of his legs 
twitched as a mixture of mucus and blood streamed down his nostrils. 


" What the hell is..2" Ben's voice trailed off as he continued to observe the monstrosity before him. 


Paul, his voice slightly trembling, tried to answer his accomplices question: "I was going to transplant a 


mechanical arm on him, but." 


Tobin tried his best not to cry in the duo's presence, but little did he know that they wouldn't have bothered 
him about it at all; anyone with a pulse would have pissed themselves at the sight of such a grotesque 
transformation. 


Suddenly, Daniel's head snapped in the trio's direction, his eyes white and bloodshot. 


He gurgled in a high-pitched voice: "Try as you may to filter our abilities.. To save us from ourselves... But 


what doesn't kill us..." 
The blond slowly lifted himself from the table, his skin almost seeming like it was crawling along his flesh. 
"Only makes us stronger!" 


He emitted an ear-piercing screech, causing the window to shatter and Sweep to repeatedly slam against her 


cage. 
"Tobin! Ben! Cover your ears!" 


After almost two minutes of aural hell, Daniel collapsed to the floor, his eyes reverting back to their usual 


state as he tried to catch his breath. 


The Grenade coughed up an off-white, viscous liquid before his worried gaze met Paul's terrified stare. 
"Wha.. What happened?" 

Doctor Mac turned to Ben. 

"Alright, fuck that noise. He's all yours, mate!" 


"Well, you can't say that the Doctor didn't try his best," said Tobin, staring at the little maggots feeding on the 


remnants of Daniel's severed arm as he absently prodded at one of his bleeding ears. 


Now that Ben thought about it, he'd have rather settled for the ultraviolence on his Genocyber and Violence 
Jack tapes than the real thing right before his eyes. 


As gross as all of this was, it was a step towards figuring out the truth. Daniel was going to help him, 


whether the psychokinetic was okay with it or not. 


